PINCHING FROM THE PAST 


‘The mods, as they are called, think they 
wear modern clothes. They really wear 
things that were the fashion several 
hundred years ago. Didn't Victorian 
‘women wear high-waisted dresses, and 
didn’t the Georgian gentlemen wear 
neck-length hair ? 
Janet Barnett, 
Chesterfield. 
I don't really think mods pretend othereise 1 
Very few fashions are really new, just 
variations on an old theme! 


DOGGIES 

After I had read FAB Club one week, 
I decided to make the dog biscuit recipe 
that was there. I made them ever so 
carefully and waited for them to bake. 
‘Then I took them out of the oven and 
left them to cool. I went round to my 
friend’s house, and when I came back 
there wasn't a dog biscuit to be seen. I 


asked my little cousin whether he had 
seen them. He hadn't realised they 
were for the dog and had eaten them ail 
himself! 


Carolyn Spencer, 
London, N.12. 


COLD COMFORT 

Opposite our house is a dentist’s, and a 
man who works there is a friend of 
‘The Beatles. One day George Harrison 
came to see his friend and I ran out and 


HELLS, Lady Penelope here welcoming you to anothe 
‘of your comic. I'm glad to see that a lot of you are wri 
to me, expressing your opinions on all sorts of subjects. | like 
to know how you feel about things, funny incidents that have 
happened to you, what interests you. Don't forget that if your 
letter is printed on this page you win ten shillings—but please 
write your name and address clearly on your letter. When you 
write, just jot down your six favourite features in order of prefer- 
ence—and also, the feature you like least of all. This gives me an 
indication of which feature is the most popular in the comic. 
At the moment you seem to like my own adventures the bes! 
with The Man From U.N.C.L:E. a close second and Parker third! 
I wonder if it will change this week ? 


Write t 


Ténallope CAV. 


ROTTING STATUES 
‘One evening I went with my parents to 
Crystal Palace. We were walking around 
when we got talking-to a lady park 
keeper. She told us that all the statues 
that used to stand in the grounds of the 
palace were in a shed, just rotting. She 
took us to see them—it was getting 
dark, and we had to use a torch to look 
at them. They were lovely statues of old 
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got his autograph. About a week later 
John Lennon, my) favourite Beatle, 
‘came to the dentist at about 8.30 in the P 
evening. I ran out of the house in my 
nightie and got his autograph. Because 
of that, I caught a bad cold and my 
mother said I must never run into the 
street in my nightie again. 

Fiona Tait, 

London. 

Not even for Ringo and Paul ? 


BARE BEAR 

A few weeks ago, a girl wrote to you 
saying that she had a teddy bear 26 
years old. I have one which is 100 years 
old. It’s very furry on its tummy, but 
everywhere else it is rather bare. One 
of my Uncles had it to start with, then 
it went on through the family ‘till it 
came to me, I hope it will go on 
through the family for another 100 
years. 


Lesley Foote, 

Leicester. 

I’ve had many letters from readers saying 

how old their teddy bears are, but no-one 
‘has beaten 100 yet / 


gods. Some of them were broken but 
I'm sure if they were cleaned up they 
would look lovely. I wonder why they 
were just left? 


Linda Payne, 

London, S.E.x5. 

There must be hundreds of statues all over 

the country, hidden in outhouses and in 

‘museum cellars, that never see the light of 

day. It does seem a shame that no-one ill 
save them. 


CUTTING REMARKS 


When I have collected a number of 
newspapers I go through them and find 
all the misprints. Here is one out of a 
Bristol _newspaper—“We muts put 
human beings before racing pigeons 
‘Then there’s this one from a report in 
an American paper . . . “The crowd, 
estimated by the police as 3,500, was 
by far the biggest and nosiest he had 
ever addressed!” I keep all the cuttings 
in a trinket box, and take them out and 
read them when I’m fed up. 

Paula Anthony, 
Borrowash. 


L hope this isn't the reason you buy LADY 
PENELOPE every week! My favourite 
printer?” error appeared in a local paper 
Imdemeath a. photograph ofa. tile old 
man celebrating his birthday. It read 
“Congratularthday to Mr. Mason on his 
andredth bitions.” 


[USED to live in Canada and during picnic-tble I found one of the napkins 
the summer holidays my family and with a huge footprint of a bear on it. 

I soon realised that a bear with a sweet 
tooth must have visited our camp in the 


night! 


I used to go. to stay at one of the 
national nature parks where there are 
many wild animals. One night we went 
to bed not realising that we had left a 
big bag of sweets and a pile of paper 
napkins outside. In the moming when. 
we went out, we found napkins every- ‘) 2 ‘ 
where and the bag of sweets had been front sbi Jor a te: larger Seal 
Hipped open, and all the sweets had ‘elping of honey!” in the Wale Disney film, 
Glseppeared except one. Under the Winnie the Pook and The Honey Tree. 


Susan Englebright, 
Little Bookham. 


‘Most bears are sweet-toothed, like Winnie 
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PROFESSOR KREBNER forced 

Patsy's arms up behind her back. 
It was impossible for her to move. 
Harbin, his face a mask of anger, had 
done the same with Wilf, 

“They must have heard everything 
we said!” snarled the fat little man 
in the loud check suit. “All our plans, 
Krebner!” 

Krebner seemed unmoved. “So 
they heard? Come, Harbin . . . 
take them through to the work room. 
Then they can see for themselves— 


This is the final instal- 
ment of File No. 92946— 
the exciting story from 
Lady Penelope’s Top 
Secret dossiers... 


News-hunting for their own 
‘newspaper’ — The Brandon 
Estate Chronicle — Patsy and 
Wilf Taylor uncover a sinister 
plot on the part of Harbin, a 
local market gardener, and his 
friend Professor Krebner. The 
‘men have developed an amazing 
virus that makes plants grow so 
quickly they are giants in seconds. 
They plan to cultivate Venus 
Fly Traps—insect eaters—into- 
‘man-eaters, nd now Patsy and 
Wilf, snooping round Krebner’s 
laboratory, have been caught . . . 


STOP PRESS! 


at close range, while we discuss their 
oo 


The two Taylors were hustled 
towards the huge, steel-enclosed box 
in the centre of the laboratory, to the 
four-inch glass panel through which 
they could see for themselves the 
deadly plants Krebner had enlarged 
to more than five times their normal 
size. The big, spine-edged leaves, 
open and inviting, were ready to snap 
shut on any prey unwary enough to 
come near. 

“Look well, my young friends." 
Krebner’s voice was deceptively 
pleasant. “Ten minutes ago, those 
plants were small . . . and their 


appetites likewise. They would have 
caught flies . . . bees, perhaps. Now 
they are large enough to take . . .” 
he considered for a moment . . . “ 
we say, sheep?” 
Now he deftly switched his grip 
yy with one huge fist, and 
reached out for a coil of electric flex 
hanging on the wall. “You mus 
secured so that you will not escap. 
he leered. “Then Harbin and I will 
continue the experiment. Within a 
few hours or so, we will have increased 
my green pets to twice their size 
again. They will be very hungry.” 
Patsy licked her lips. She looked 
round wildly and caught Harbin’s 
eye. The man’s face was beaded with 


perspiration, and dead white. He 


avoided her glance and spoke. His 
voice was shaking. 

“Krebner . . . you can’t—you can’t 
mean .. . hang it man, they're kids!” 

Krebner laughed harshly. “Why, 
Harbin, my friend, I do believe you 
are showing signs of weakness, Must 
I remind you that our plan is to force 
the governments ‘of the world to pay 
us money? Must I remind you that if 
they refuse, treated seeds of these 


LADY PENELOPE June 18, 1966 


beauties will be scattered over their 
farmlands? Acres and acres of 
vicious, man-trapping plants, Harbin 
++. and yet you worry about two 
paltry beings? Pah!” 

‘The scientist lashed Patsy's hands 
painfully behind her back. He did the 
same with Wilf. Then he thrust them 
to a small door at one side of the 
laboratory. “The wash-room,” he 
said, “I fear it will be uncomfortable. 
But remember . . . you won't have 
long to wait!” 

Solid steel slammed closed behind 
Patsy and Wilf, and they heard the 
grating noise as a key turned in the 
lock... 


JN tthe offices of The Borough Neves, 

the young reporter, Ted Banks sat 
on the edge of his desk with his hat 
on the back of his head. He'd done his 
morning’s work . . . taking notes at 
the local magistrates’ court, and he'd 
written his piece for the next day's 
edition. 

‘The Chief Reporter glanced up at 
him from his typewriter. “Penny for 
"em, Ted. Something on your mind?” 

‘Ted grinned, and waved a hand 
airily. “It’s just those two Taylor 
youngsters,” he laughed. “You 
remember? Well, they came in this 
morning, trying to pull my leg with 
some cock-and-bull story about giaut 
plants. I was just thinking, mayoe I 
was a bit harsh with "em." 

“Aye, they're a rare pair, those 
two,” agreed the Chief Reporter. “If 
you feel bad about it, why don’t you 
nip up to their estate and see "em? 
You've got nothing else to do, have 

ou?” 

Ted Baik‘ tvaighiiens” bia kat 
and twirled his car keys round his 
forefinger. “Dll do that, Sam, See 
you later.” 

‘Ten minutes later, he was talking 
to Mrs. Taylor at the front door of the 
flat. 

“D'm sorry, Mr. Banks, but they 
‘went charging off out on their bikes. 
I don’t expect them back before 
teatime. By the way, I've got a cuppa 
on at the moment.” Patsy’s mother 
stood aside, “Would you like to come 
in and have one?” 

“Your two offsprings are really keen 
on their Chronicle,” smiled Ted over 
is tea. “They brought their first 
edition down to The Borough News 
office, you know.” 

Mrs. Taylor nodded. “They've done 
a second issue, and started a third, I 
think. Would you like to see them?” 
She went to Patsy’s bedroom and 
came back with the sheets of paper 
from the exercise book. 

‘Ted spread them out in front of 
him and began to read. At first, his 
face wore its same broad smile. But 
then, as he got into the gist of what 


Patay had written down, his eyes 
narrowed, and he began to rub his 
jaw. “Have you seen this, Mrs, 
Taylor? 

The young reporter jabbed his 
finger at the headline on the second 
edition . . . ‘What is the mystery of 
the Giant Marrows? Mrs. Taylor 
shook her head. “Patsy's written,” 
said Ted, “about what seems to be a 
very closely guarded secret at 
Harbin’s. Then she’s gone on to quote 
a conversation between Harbin him- 
self and . . . what's this name? Some 
Professor Krebner, I think it is.’ 

“Probably some nonsense she 
dreamed up, just to fill her pages,” 
laughed Mrs. Taylor. “She's got a 
right imagination, has our Patsy. 
And Wilf isn’t much better.” 

‘Ted Banks finished his tea, thanked 
Patsy’s mother, and left. But he 
walked down the road from Brandon 
Estate very slowly. He'd met Patsy 
and Wilf, and they were interested 
in news . . . real news. They might 
have invented a giant plants story to 
pull his leg, but they wouldn’t have 
taken the trouble to write it all down 
in their Chronicle. “Professor Krebner 
. it might just be worth checking 
up,” said the reporter to himself, 


as he climbed back into his car. . . 


PATSY'S wrists were raw. They 
might even have been bleeding, 
but Patsy didn’t care. Her struggling 
had been worth it, for the flex had 
stretched just that important little 
bit. “I think—I think I'm going to 
get my hands free,” she whispered to 
Wilf. Her brother sat like a statue 
carved out of stone, his face white 
and tense. His mind was full of the 
horrors of huge, man-eating plants. 
Now Patsy gave a final squeezing 
tug, and her right hand came agonis- 
ingly free! The flex dropped to the 
floor behind her. Her wrists were 
Dlee 
In moments, her numbed fingers 
had fumbled undone the knots on the 
wire that bound Wilf’s wrists, and 
the pair of them leaned against the 
wall and looked at each other with 
anxious faces. There was a window 
in the washroom, but it was barred 
on the far side of the glass. 
“There's only one escape, Wilf, 
and that’s through the door we came 
in,” said Patsy. “It’s locked. We've 
got to wait until Krebner comes back, 
and make a rush.” She looked round 
wildly for something that might 
serve as a weapon. There was nothing. 
Then she stooped and picked up the 
engths of flex. “Supposing we knot 
these together?” she said. “The door 
opens outwards, so if you stand one 
side of it and I stand the other, each 
with one end of the flex, we could 
dash out at the right moment and 
whip it taut. It might trip up Krebner 
and give us that much more of a 
chance.” 
The two of them stood there 


immobile, waiting and listening . . . 
but all they could hear was the 
thudding of their own hearts, And 
then, at last, footfalls, and the key 
grinding in the lock! The door swung 
soundlessly open . . . 

“Now!” Patsy yelled at the top of 
her lungs, and she and Wilf dived 
through together, left and right, the 
flex snapping straight and catching 
the unsuspecting scientist clean across 
the shins! 

‘A wild yell... . flailing arms. . . the 
man was down, his head cannoning 
from the side of the doorway with a 
sickening thud! And then Harbin, 
caught completely off guard and 
capering stupidly from one leg to the 
other in his ridiculous check svit, his 
mouth open. 

“No you don’t, no you don't!” 
More by luck than judgement, he 
blocked Patsy's path and caught her 
round the side of the head with one 
hand. She fell back against the huge 
steel box, and caught a quick glim 
of terrifyingly) enomouls\ “folinge 
through the glass screen. 

Wilf kicked hard at Harbin’s chins, 
and the man pranced away, 
screeching. 

‘Then a sound behind them, and 
shakily, Krebner was clambering to 
his feet, rubbing his head. He lurched 
towards them . 

Patsy's hands were on the main 
door handle when Krebner launched 
himself in a flying dive and carried 
her away in a tangle of arms and legs 
to land with a shattering crash against 
the far wall. She struggled to rise, but 
Harbin had Wilf now, and her 
brother's body came hurtling across 
to slam into her and send her spinning 
again, And Krebner was on his feet 
with a large metal bar in his fists. 
He swung it high . . . 


“PDROP that, or you're a dead 
man.” The voice was quict, 
but commanding. Krebner froze, and 


It had opened, and she saw two 
people standing there... an elegant, 
blonde young woman with a small but 
business-like gun held in her right 
hand, and Ted Banks. It was the 
woman who had spoken. 

“My mame is Lady Penelope 
Creighton-Ward,” she said evenly. 
“Thanks to. information from my 
reporter friend here, I seem to have 
arrived in what you might call the 
nick of time.” 

Lady Penelope gestured with her left 
hand towards the flex that lay on the 
opposite side of the laboratory. 
“Patsy . .. Ted told me your name - 
will you be a dear and tie our two 
friends up? Then I can put this 
irritating gun away. It feels rather 


unladylike, you know.” 

Wide eyed, Patsy did as Lady 
Penelope asked her. Krebner and 
Harbin looked sullenly at the floor 
and Harbin was muttering something 
about “I told you we shouldn't have 


tried anything with the kids...” 
“Harbin didn’t want Krebner to 
kill us,” volunteered Patsy 


generously .. . 

“Don’t worry, Patsy,” said Lady 
Penelope. “They'll get nothing worse 
than long prison sentences. As a 
matter of fact, the Secret Service has 
had Krebner on its files for some time. 
Iv’s thanks to you we've been able to 
track him down.” 

“What about the plants?” asked 
Patsy, giving a shuddering glance 
over her shoulder as Krebner and 
Harbin were hustled from the room 
by Ted Banks. 

Lady Penclope smiled. “There is 
always a weak spot in the wonderful 
schemes madmen like Krebner dream 
up,” she said. “It would seem that 
he’s never heard of weed-killer. Virus 
boosted, of course,” she added, 
smiling. 

The last Patsy and Wilf saw of 
Krebner and Harbin, they were being 
driven off to their well-deserved fate 
in the back of Lady Penelope’s pink 
Rolls-Royce. Ted Banks held the door 
of his Mini open for the two young 
Taylors and waved them inside. 
“Next stop, The Borough News 
office,” he chuckled. “We're hoping 
you'll share your scoop with us. The 
fall story, mind.” He tapped his 
breast pocket. “There’s big money in 
it... you can take your Mum to the 
Continent and pick up some, er, 
foreign news for your paper while 
you're at 

Patsy saic 
but Ted hadn't finished. “There’s one 
condition,” he said. “You musn’t go 
off. until you see tomorrow's edition 
of The Borough News . . .” 


NEXT morning in the Taylors’ fat, 

Mum appeared at breakfast with 
surprise written all over her face. 
She'd already heard the whole story of 
Patsy’s and Wilf’s adventures, so it 
wasn't that. 


your cornflakes," she 
fave a look at today’s 


Borough News.” 

Patsy and Wilf crowded together 
and looked at the front page. It 
looked different. It wasn’t just the 
story, the pictures of themselves, the 
photograph of their own newspaper's 
front page. It was the actual title of 


the paper itself. It said: “The 
Borough News... . today incorporating 
The Brandon Estate Chronicle.” 
Patsy looked at Wilf and beamed 
her broadest smile. “Wilf,” she said. 
“We've made 


The end 


NEXT WEEK: A new, complete 
story from Lady Penelope's 
secret files! 
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PAINTING 
COMPETITION 
WINNERS! 


There was a very large entry for the Colouring 
Competition in issue 15 of LADY PENELOPE, and the 
judges found it difficult to choose the winners because the 
standard was so high. 


The first ten winners, who each 
receive a gorgeous PRETTYMADE 
dress, are: 


Jill Buckle, Leeds; Margaret Jacquier, Ashtead; Margaret Jessop, 
Leicester; Beverley Cline, Bedford; Wendy Jones, Birmingham 30; 
Valerie Self, Foulness Island; Linda Perry, Chatham; Jayne 
Hemstock, Walsall; Deborah Haslam, Bristol; Susan Worsley, 
Southport. 


There are also 25 runner-up win- 
ners, who each receive a Thunder- 
birds 3-D Painting Set. They are: 


Nicola Carlini, Worthing; Caroline Elvidge, Canterbury; Helen 
Morgan, Blaenavon; Sandra ‘Thomas, Llanelly; Audrey Balmforth, 
Oldham; Catherine Gill, Teddington; Rita Turbett, Omagh; 
Stephanie Fallows, Ilford; Diane Coombes, Wakefield; Christine 
Buttigieg, London; Sue Hughes, London; Rosemary Robertson, 
Carnwath; Lynda’ Shaw, Congleton; Julie Harris, Gillingham; 
Linda Vale, Stourbridge; Gillian Scopes, New Eltham; Eleanor 
Collins, Kilkeel; Joyce Osborne, Oswestry; Jean Davison, 
Dumbarton; Elizabeth Roberts, Swansea; Janette Hemmings, Bath: 
Christine Abbey, Chesterfield; Sally Weeks, Hitchin; Deborah 
Broadbent, Oldham; Devon Masarati, London. 


qj : 


with Lady Penelope's own initial. The set 
includes an elegant hand mirror, hair brush 
and comb and a gorgeous powder bowl 
decorated with an imitation orchid. 
The set comes in its own 

beautiful display box. 


J. ROSENTHAL (TOYS) LTD. conoon couiseun- st. mantis 


>_< —_> | 
Tho Dressing Table Sete brings out my elegans 


Lady Penelope dressing table set, all monogrammed z 


Charming Lady Penelope jewellery set, 
containing a pearl necklace, bracelet, hair 
band and a ring which can be adjusted to 
fit any finger. 

The whole setis in 
‘Penelope pink’ 
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serseeeeeeees BARRY FANTONE 


his portrait of co-compere 
Wendy Varnals. (The 
portrait is in the middle!) 


N enormous nose peered round the door, quickly followed by a 

sculptured mop of mousey hair. 

“Ah, Mr. Fontarni,” I said. 

“Fantoni,” he corrected, his gingerbread coloured eyes glazed. 

Barry Fantoni, the oldest teenager on television, comperes the 
magazine programme A Whole Scene Going on B.B.C. 1. The 
programme deals with anything pop and young, pop people, pop 
art, pop music, pop fashion, pop everything. 

“Pop is so brief, here today—gone tomorrow,” 
digging his hands deep into the pockets of his denim suit 
why I like it, always a change, always something new.”” 

The programme is getting better, though at first it was just a 
jumble of insignificant activity. 

“Yeah, well—we’re learning,” he said, “‘we try to be human. 
Most people, as soon as they get on the screen, go like robots, 
especially the news-readers!”? 

He finds it frustrating not to be in full command of the pro- 
gramme. “Sometimes I'll shout to the cameramen, ‘Come in 
with a close-up of me nose, me nose, mate!’—but they don’t 
take any notice.” 

Brought up in Bermondsey, a tough area of London, Barry’s 
childhood wasn’t memorably happy. 

“The other kids at school thought I was strange, so I didn’t 
have any friends.” He found the only way to get popular was to 
be good at sport, cricket and football. “‘Didn’t make much 
difference, though,” he said wistfully. 

Barry Fantoni is the sort of person who inspires extreme views 
in people—they either like or loathe him. “As long as they feel 
something, that’s good,” he said, laughing. “I’ve heard people 
say on the bus—ooh, isn’t he horrible, worse than on the tellee!”” 

It was time to go, and it was pouring with rain. He waited 
for a taxi whilst rows of buses flickered past. ‘‘No thanks 
he said, “I’m not getting a bus—I might get recognised!” 
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15 or under? Then win any of 1,030 
prizes in OUTSPAN’s “Orange Tree” 
Contest. 

30 1st prizes: Plus an Electrolux 
Dishmaid Dishwasher for each Mum! 
As a winner, anything in the OUT- 
SPAN catalogue is yours. Super prizes 
(up to £25 in value e.g. a bicycle, type- 
writer, camping equipment or even a 
boat. You choose whatever you'd like 
to have most. 

250 2nd prizes: Like a painting set, air 
rifle, doll’s house or a drum? Anything 
up to the value of £5—there are simply 
dozens of prizes to choose from. 

750 consolation prizes: So almost 
everyone wins something. Each a £1 
Premium Bond which gives you the 
chance of ‘collecting’ £25,000. Car you 
imagine . 

Here's how to wi 


Is easy and it’s 


fun, You see all OUTSPAN oranges 
are very special ones, but growing on 
this OUTSPAN tree are some extra- 
special oranges with letters on them 


y N 
Win this for your Mum and choose 


Pick just eight to complete the eight 
words in the panel beside the tree. One 
letter is missing from each word 

Just read each clue, then pick from 
the tree one letter that will make a 
word which you think gives the best 
answer to the clue. 

For example you may decide to pick 
the letter K to make CAKE your 
answer to the first clue. If you do, p 
the letter K only alongside the first 
word in the “Ist Try” column of your 
entry form. Then seven more 
letters from the tree to make the best 
answers to the other seven clues and 
print them in the same column on the 
form. All entries must be made in 
BALLPOINT. 

Gross off the fetters on the tree as 
you use them — because no letter given 
can be used more than once! 

When you've completed the “ist 
Try” column, you can if you wish, 
make extra attempts in the other 
“Try” columns. If you enter six col- 


ENTRY FORM FOR OUTSPAN “ORANGE TREE“ CONTEST 
Print eight letters only in each “Try” column you enter 
it only on this Entry Form 


Use ballp. 


umns, you ean have a FREE extra try in 
the seventh column. 

How to enter: Ask your Mother to 
buy OUTSPAN oranges or grapefruit. 
You can enter this competition as soon 
as you have enough pieces of peel on 
which the word OUTSPAN has been 
printed. 

Send one piece of peel (it must have 
OUTSPAN on it) for each “Try” 
column you enter. For six entries send 
six pieces of peel. 

Note: Pieces of peel must be cut out 
neatly and wray paper before 
being enclosed with your entry form! 
How to send in your entry form: When 
you have filled in as many “Try” 
columns as you wish to enter, there is 
one more thing to do. Finish off in your 
best writing or printing the sentence 
which begins: AN OUTSPAN ORANGE IS 
SO GOOD TO EAT BECAUSE....... : 

You are allowed to add up to 10 

words of your own. 


‘COMPLETE THE WORDS BELOW 


‘This would make you think of some- 
thing to eat 


CA7E 


‘Boys 
any t 


id olels Know i's ever 50 


‘water 


SP?LL 


7A boy isn't ikely to worry a lott he 


?7EARS 


‘an old pair of jeans at play. 


PA iitie 
teacher rathe 


in class may make 


?7EST 


‘Lucky children who have a 
can Rave lots of fun. 


PON? 


I. 


wit 


rater you are, the better you 


P?INT 


‘One of the alvactions at many sea 
I sise resorts, 


7?7ANDS 
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?7AKE 


a 


ENTRY IS ALL MY OWN WORK 
[Neatly fnish off this sentence with not mare than 10 words of your own: 
AN OUTSPAN ORANGE IS SO GOOD TO EAT BECAUSE 


Please ive details below in very neat BLOCK LETTERS. 


prizes of your own 


RULES 
1. Contest open to all children of 15 and 
der (by closing date) who live in U.K. 
‘except children of employees of OUTSPAN, 
their advertising agents, or anyone directly 

connected with the contest 

2, The thirty Ist prizes will be awarded to 
the thirty competitors, who, in the Judges" 
opinion, have submitted the best and most 
accurate answers to the eight clues. Other 
Prizes, in order of merit, o attempts judged 
next-best. 

3. In the event of ties, judges will award 
Drizes to the competitors who best finish the 
sentence on the entry form, age and general 
neatness being fully considered, 

4, Judges’ decision final and legally binding. 
No correspondence allowed. 

5. Closing date is 21st September, 1966. All 
‘winners Will be notified by post not later 
than 2ist October, 1966, 

6. The address for entries is: OUTSPAN 
“ORANGE TREE” CONTEST, 18-20 St. 
‘Andrew Street, London, E.0.4. (Gomp.) 

Note: For full rules or extra entry forms for 
this contest, apply by post to the competi- 
tion address given_in' Rule 6, Mark the 
envelope" Entry Form” and enclose a 
Stamped, addressed envelope. 


Four pioneers set out to explore the unknown... and are now lost in space! 


TAM GETS TO WORK IN GRAIG GIVES INSTRUCTIONS AS TAM 
THE OVEN-LIKE ATMOSPHERE||BEGINS THE DELICATE JOB OF 

OF THE STATION'S ISLOTTING IN THE NEW RODS. 
LABORATORY... 


rea = SOLARIUM ORE 
With = Tim ind = AND BEGIN 
June awaiting = Z Reena THE 


their return, Crai 
and Tam make a 
last attempt to 
save their dam- 
aged space station 
from colliding with 
a nearby — sun. 
Craig badly burns 
his hand, leaving 
Tam to’ do the 
repairs alone . . . 


WITH THE NEW FUEL RODS IN POSITION, 
TAM AND CRAIG PREPARE FOR THEIR 
DUEL WITH DISASTER. 


/VPPEE! WERE 
ACCELERATING! 


BEFORE LONG THE STRANGE METEORITE— 
IBOMBARDED PLANET IS IN SIGHT. 


TEMPERATURE, 
| THINK: WERE a 
6OIVE TO MAKE "WELL DONE, 
Ti, DAD. 7am! YOU SAVED 
THE STATION FOR US. 
WOW ALTER COURSE 
[SOON TAM AND CRAIG ARE FOR GONDA, LET'S. WT MUST BE OUR 
WELCOMING THE OTHER MEMBERS \ GET BACK 70 MOTHER \OTHER SPACEMOBLE, 
OF THEIR FAMILY AND DR. ZEk.. AND 7M... 


COMERATLLATIONS, THE ROBINSONS SHOW THE GONDA 
RNE YOU SUCCEEDED LEADER OVER THEIR VAST SPACE HOME... a NSTENOW YOO WENT 


Sow ead ener TOBEGN THE SEARCH 


W 


 6OODBYE, 
DocTAe, AND THANK 
bYOU FOR EVERITHINEL 


| 
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BAR... BRA... BRR... BRA... BRA... BRR 


: "FAB CLUB 
: ON THE LINE! : {earning 


. .. and are a clear speaker, 
you may be interested in a 
career in the Continental 
‘Telephone Exchange. And even 
if your French isn’t quite 


Lady Penelope calling. 
You're through to FAB 


at = T= f= eet = f= f= 


's 

GO, of course, so we're safe from 

Bereznik spies!) There are so many 
int 


fi 
FAB Club thought you'd like 
to hear some of them! 


you can dial for the 
latest pop record. Simply 
‘phone the appropriate 
number—and you'll be 
played some swinging 
music! (G.P.O. are 
thinking of making 
this a country-wide 
servicel) 


JUST A TELEPHONE 


« television, electric shaver, cocktail bar, 
hair-dryer, shower, computer (the list goes on, 
and on, but you've probably got the idea)! 
This FABulous telephone—with push-button 
dialling—has been designed by Gerry Ander- 
son, mastermind and creator of the television 
‘THUNDERBIRDS’ series. Here, top-flight 
secretary, Janet, demonstrates just a few of the 
*phone’s uses! 


Did you know that you can dial for . . . the cricket 
test match score . . . a seasonal recipe for every day 
of the year . . . a ‘what’s on’ guide for tourists in 
London and Edinburgh in four different 
languages . . . and the weather forecast! (Useful if 
you are planning a picnic!) Check the Information 
‘Column near the front of your local directory for 
these numbers. 


WHAT IS 
fh oy 
i 


IT? 


‘on a telephone fi 
tary ‘translating’ device: A 
costs £160! 


. +. the Battle of the Bulge? 


FAB FACES 


«+. the latest in groovy parties? 


. +. Dr. Who's time machin 


i= t= F= Beet = f= T=] [= [=F = eee = T= T= eet = f= f= eet = =F =| 


No! Just seventeen students 
cramming into a telephone 


me i » 
3 = ‘ booth for a rag day stunt ,. 
a 2 FE to raise cash for charities! 


AAAANNDNAAS\ 


mt ——— LUE 
AVIV IVVYVIVWI SIFFS : 
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Samantha is around! 


HEY, Sam — 
HAVE YOU SEEN 
MY BEST SHIRT 2, 


i 
=) 
i 


Ves, 76 
IN HERE, DARRIN. 
(VE JUST. WASHED. 


SAMANTHA DOESN'T HAVE 
LONG TO WAIT. 


1M SORRY, 
DARRIN, 176 THAT 
WRETCHED DRIER. 


AH! THIS WAS. 
SY THE HOUSE WHERE 
(80LD ONE OF OUR 
DRIES. | SHOULD 
BE ABLE TO CLINCH 
ANOTHER SALE! 


WITCHENS ALL PURPOSE, 
KITCHEN GADGETS 


Bwearir SA 
AN DO! oe 


BUT WE 
ALREADY HAVE 
A FOOD MIXER. 


US ONE x 
1S. UNLIKE ANVTHINE 
YOU HAVE EVER 

SEEM LET ME SHOW 
YOU HOW 17 CAN Vg 
WHIP CREAM. 


tT 
WHAT ON EARTH... 


y Sa 
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THANK YOU 
VERY MUCH, BUT 
1 DONT THIN WE 


POLISHING PA 
NOW ALL WE NEED 


MUCH, BUT 1 DON'T 
eee ee 


AND, WITHA TWITCH OF 
SAMANTHA'S NOSE... 


= 
ESS HELP! HELP! 
BEINS CHASED Br 


AMAD MACHINE! 
pT (ME GET OU 


THATS FIXED 
THE SALESMAN. BUT- z 
Wear ABOUT MY LAT, - 00D HINER CAN 

SHIRTP RE Te , 
f OPENER, POLISHER 
AND HOUSEWIFE 700, 
ALL ROLLED INTO 
E | 
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FULL STORY... HOW THE MYSTERIOUS AND BEAUTIFUL MARINA MAY NEVER SPEAK AGAIN 
ve Z BG 


yf 


GIRL O 


SUDDENLY 
SIGHT THAT MARINA HAC 
AWAITED APPEARS. 


BE CAREFUL, 
PATHER...T COULD 
BE A TRAPS 


Son 
With arene 
Ea |" 


THE POWER OF WORDEL, 
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JENTIFICALLY PREPARED BY THE 
SiSteRMINO OF CRIME, THE ROBOT 
INFLUENCES THE ROULETTE WHEEL. 


ON THE BALCONN, 
MR. STEELMAN 
SNEERS WITH 
SATISFACTION... 


THE CONTINUING STORY OF LADY PENELOPE—WHO APPEARS 


KEEP A 


On the trail of her 
old enemy, Mr. 
Steelman, Lady 
Penelope goes to 
the casino at 
Monte Carlo. She 
is convinced that 
the arch villain is 
about to attempt 
his biggest 
crime... 


Tile TABLES BEEN 
FRED, MLADYP. 


THE ROBOT COLLECTS HER WINNINGS 
AND PREPARES TO LEAVE THE CASINO. 


WHEN sHEe 
LEAVES, PARKER... 
FOMOW HER! 


WHAT AM ( TO DOP 
NEVER HAS IT BEEN 
LIKE THIS IN OVER 
A HUNDRED YEARS. 


| 
AND MAY / 
SUGGEST 


THE GIRL APPEARS COMPLETELY HUMAN 
ONLY THREE PEOPLE IN THE CASINO 
KNOW WHAT SHE REALLY IG. 


/ CANT SEE 
ANYONE WITH t 
MLADY. 


if 


DSSS) 10. BU7 Mie STEELMAN 
WERE 


IN GERRY ANDERSON’S TV PRODUCTION “THUNDERBIRDS” 


THE ROBOT PLACES GOME PLAQUES 
ON THE TABLE... 


GENIUS... BUT 
AN EV ONES HE 


1 TAINK: 1 KNOW 
HOW MRSTEELMAN (S 
NE SE 


¢ AVE TO LOSE 
THE CASINO... TE 


= 

CHARLES LEGRANE, THE: 

OWNER OF THE CASINO, 
NG TO HIS OFFICE. 


7 CAN TAKES 
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